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MY brothers, lo ! I have got the jawab * For serving too well the Inglis Sahib. His name Eesmith.   You know him well. I pray ye listen, and I will tell The dark, sad tale of tyrannous wrong. For we are weak and the Sahibs are strong, And bitter the bread of life which we eat, As they trample us down beneath their feet.
For ten long years his bearer I've been,
Eesmith Sahib's beaxer, Ganga Din.
I have eaten his salt, and 'tis no false pride
When I say that in all this country wide
Tour steed must be swift and far you must ride,
Ere you find another so faithful and keen
As Eesmith Sahib's bearer, Ganga Din.
"Who guarded his clothes with watchful care But this poor worm, now adrift to despair ? True, the worn-out things were my perquisite meet. That life's indeed bitter that hath no sweet. But my Sahib was no Eurasian poor, And well he should dress by the latest dastur t * Dismissal.                   t Fashion,